When David Jardine made up his mind to woo fortune in London, it does not necessarily follow that he did so because he had failed to "howk" a livelihood from his native soil. Indeed, though that was undoubtedly the case, there is no pretence at logical sequence, because, though it was quite certain he had to leave Logan-lea, it windows and its door set towards the hills ; the faint green of the young year swept up to its threshold, except for the arrest of a stone dyke that fenced a kail-yard, wrested from the hillside and flourishing dubiously.
Flodden Field.
A " sticket" shepherd, a poet, a dreamer?and?London ! The conjunction has its humorous aspect, if it is not wholly melancholy. Was 
